CHAPTER XIX
IN that curious mosaic kuown as Singapore, which sits
on the equator complacently as a watch-chain locket
on a portly man, all nationalities the year through go
their several ways. Each nationality at the proper
season holds its national festival, of which all the
other nationalities are tolerant and amused spectators.
No European, for instance, can look at a number of
solemn Chinese attempting to imitate a dragon trying
to swallow the sun in the procession at Chinese New
Year without experiencing a slight tendency to smile,
And the Chinaman who sees an Englishman hit on
the elbow by a fast bowler receives the information
that cricket is an enjoyable game with something more
than a suspicion of mirth.
But all races and creeds are alike in their apprecia-
tion of a good horse, and on Derby Day there is not
usually much doing in the business quarters of Singa-
pore,
At three o'clock on the day of that memorable
Derby, as one cannot see the wood for the trees, so
the Race Course, because of the crowds on it, was
nearly invisible* They surged everywhere over the
large grass plain in the hot sunshine, meeting and
mingling, brilliant as a kaleidoscope, men and women
of nearly every race the Orient holds, gesticulating,
smiling, quarrelling, smoking, chewing; sucking
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